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face. The night-creatures going on duty. He accepted them as
signals and got into the boat. He took down the oars resting on two
beams stretched across under the roof of the boat-house, untied the
boat, and pushed out into the river. She was taking in water all
right, but she ought to make it; he pulled a rusty can out from under
the seat; whoever had owned her had evidently been in the habit of
baling her out. . , .
It was just light enough to see the river banks, low sandy cliffs of
shrubs and trees. The water was all shadows. It felt terribly exposed
out there in the open. He pulled hard towards the trees on the
opposite shore.
Then suddenly he became aware of voices, shouting; the sound
came clear across the water. Instinctively he pulled harder on his
oars. At first it was just a shouting, and a confusion in his head, and
an instinctive fear. Then he began to realise that the voices had
thinned out to one voice, and it shouted to him to "turn round and
come back, .or I fire !** He attempted to quicker! his pace and a
bullet whizzed past him. He heard whistles blowing, and, confused,
not knowing what to expect, pulled out his revolver. , He laid it across
his knees and pulled on both oars again. There was the throb of an
engine, and then a motor-boat was bearing down on him. He snatched
up his revolver and fired at the figure at the wheeL Instantly another
figure sprang up in the bows, and now the boat was near enough for
Paul to see the uniform . . . the uniform, and the eyes narrowed along
the barrel of the gun.
He lifted his revolver again, but before he could fire there was a
shot that seemed to fill the world, shattering the sky and^ater, deafen-
ing and blinding him; there was a cry that he did not know came from
himself; he no longer had a self. He collapsed in the bottom of the
boat choking with his own blood.
The dinghy slipped sideways down the river. It went very fast,
its oars dragging loose in the rowlocks and finally breaking free and
losing themselves in the water. The men in the patrol-boat let the
dinghy go; less than half a mile down the river there was the weir.
Just before it reached the weir the dinghy capsized, but life had
already gone from the body it flung into the water, and in another
moment everything had disappeared from view.
Begun at Oak Cottage on the First Day of February, Nineteen Hundred
and Forty -five, and finished at the Tudor House, Tewkesbury, on the
Last Day of April of that Year.
THE END